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Fuesbay, FEBRUARY I0. 1736. 





1 the Author of The PROMETER, 


aS Lext is.now at. Hand, aed 

BR One, of War's. blind Pur- 

ha) veyors is, (they My) previ- 

Me cine gq New OnaTorio, 

mae tolupply Her Fafting Days, 

S wick full Propriery, [think 

Re itno usfeafonable Puffice, 

apes tO that Sacred Fountain, 

| . FOE which the Dullnels of thofé 

© Pudlers claims a Parent Rishi of fouling, to preicnt 

« you with the Sequel (as. vawch as {uits your Paper) 

« of That Firff Scene, of SauL, a Tragedy, which 
« you were lately pleas’d to publith, 


© To confels the Truth, if Poets were Omsen- 





aa nnwnanwnasa 


© vers of the Times and Taffe they write to, There 


‘ wou'd be no other Way,, than This, (for Half an 
, te comé) of Pub&/fing, Dramatic Pieces, 
© which are fit for Reading. —— 


© I NevER fee a Tragedy, condemn’d to Aé- 
' ing, but I pity both the Author, and the Tow» : 
and think upon the famous Bep of an Old Ty- 
* rant, called Procruffes—The Requifixes, Excentr, 
. or Palfions, of the Piece, are Matters of no Coxz- 
© fequence, among the Maimers, of our Modern 
© Stage !—= The only aredfied Cire is, how co FIT 
* it, to their Meahane of Theatrica! Capacrry |-— 
* Whatever is too Long, for the SupPoRT they 
© have to lodge it on, They dexiroully cur orr, 
© till They adjuft it to their Scantling :— And, what- 
© ever istoo fbort, Their Skilful Draw/ers have an 
© Artto sTRETCH, till it has fill’d their Texters. 


I am, 
Your Humble Servant, 


PHILOTHEUS. 


SEQUEL, w what was publife’d in 
Prompter, No. 122, from the Firft Ait, of 
Saut, a Tragedy. 


Saul. Abner smny Soul takes Fire !—Tu1s,if fhe can, 
Blefling my Hope,the claims my Mercy,too.-- 
(To the Witch.| Tell me, again—can fhe compel the 
Dead . 
Fonath. Alas! what dreadful Purpofe fakes the 
King ? | 
Saul. Be bulb’ d--nor intercept th’ important Sound. 
Say ?—can the force the ftubborn Dead to rife ? 
Witch. Bow’d, o’er a burfting Tomb, Pve feen her 
ftand 
And Breathe new Life, through the unjointed Dutt, 
Till Every Atom heav’d, with Entring Sow/. 
Saul, As thou wouldtt live, coNDUCT me to her 
Cell, 


rare 


And. open all, ix’s, Windings,, wo my Tread. 
yen Oia! think! deanh Saseneig | theteske f— 
what Rafhnefs This !: Lt 
To trukt tyingeumal Reachof hes Rawenge#. .; 
Thing, by whale Comenardy Fler Waucners felh, 
Think, what a direful Diff rence wilh be found, | 
’Twixe morr2! Courage, and cet elufime Force 
OF Seraers, Bodilels, yer.cloach’d with orm 2... 
Saul. Bidibe how'd Cedans, whew bucad Bebamenk 
Bends, like the waving Carm, nor feeble Wires: 
Now, by that aszefial: Pawan, which Pricths pnefizze, 
Which is, and muft be, yet what nome@eap, know, 
Which, Silsal Space, aind.glovwis, in Ewere fe, 
Un-circunafcribéd: by aacnow Auman Bounds)... 
Too Great for Vengeance—and too. Fiewnfar Change ! 
By the my Rerious (sof “Khar Name, - 
Whole felt [ea fills (nox frigate) the Soul, 
[ will not be wrigeld,—-Sarmeual thrall R258 
That proud: Comdensner ot his Mafhen"s: dimcy, t 
That Prince of Prigfis ! That Tasken of his: Gud !~- 
SAMUEL, fhall, nism; and, frounct’all bumbling Grave, 
Forgetful of his sony fonfekem CRAB, 
Tell me the Will of Heancem,. againtt his au. 
Fonath. May Heawem, avert th’ Atvempt ! 
Abner. tt is a Thought, 
From which Imagination, fhuddering back, 
Rolls inward, and repells th’advancing Blood. 
Saul. "Feaels ery reptenith’d Veins to boil, like mine ; 


Call burning Indignation, to thy Aid, 


And having felt the Parrst, defie the F IEND. 
—fLead on- 
Witch. Swear, firlt, This doxe, to fave my Life, 
Saul. Elfe, may That trembling Earth bis Ghoft 
fhall cleave, , 
Swallow ze qvick, while his pale Spirit’s Graff 
Chills me to Death, amidft his airy Arms. 
[Going out, meets Jeffida.] 
Feffid. (kneeling. | Mércy, Great King ! 
Saul. Away,—Thy Brother’s Guilt. 
lots out thy Vertues—Hold me nor—’Tis Fate 
Now calls me, and I hear zo IDLE, Prayer. 
[To Fonath.] Stay—Thy calm Blood wou’d freeze, 
to follow me; 
On thy Allegiance, I command thee, fie yy: 
Nor, forthy Life, prefuume to quit the Camp— 
Love, and the warm Embrace of Smiling Beauty, 
Befit Thee, better, than thefe dauntlefs Vifirs 
To Death’s dim Shadows, thro’ the midnight Glarg, 
OF un-embodied Seemings!—Abner! along. 
[Exeunt Saul, Abner, Witch, and Guards. 
Feffid. Whither, fo fiercely, tends thy angry Father? 
Fonath. Soul of my Lifes beft Withes—= lovely 
Feffida ! ies 
Sweet Sifter of my Friexd! Thou All, that Nature 
Beit pleas’d,cou’d form,and All hat Art cou’d polifh ! 
He goes, torfaken by the Priefts, and Heaven, 
To learn his Fare, from Hags, and Magic Spells. 
Feffid. What Fate ?>—What Hags ? What Magic 
can he find ? | e,. 
Methought, th’unhappy Monarch /ook'd Diftraétion. 
Fenath. He teeks, on Endor’s Side, aWrtcHe’s 
Cave, 
Where, late 








Feffid. 


_— 








Fe id., Ah! S in— didft thou fay Endor ? 
“4 Zhe. PH gra gentle Love. 

Feffid. Then I am Loff.— 
Read That—and learn my Erraiid, and my Fate. 


Fonath. (reads.| * Hid, among Ezdor’s Caves 
7 . thie Natenger 


© Will find me, with Thy Anfwer.—Prefs the King 
© To join my Followers, to his Army’s Aid; 
€ Divided from the Foe, we wait his Cail. 
—Oh, David !—Whata Danger, to thy Life ; 
Or Period, to thy Virtue ! 
effid. Tellnac, Prince, 
Have I been /ov'd ? orhave thy Arts deceiv’d me ? 
 fonath,.Why doftthou aska Truth, thou know’ ft, 
too well ? © : 
Feffid. Ofc Thou haft told me, that thy willing 
| Heart 
Sigh’d, for fome foft Command, to prove my Power. 
Fonath. Oh! Snatch me, Death ! for ever, from 
thefe Eyes, bas 
When I difpute thy Will>———-Refiftlefs Innocence 
Sthiles, at thy harmlefs Heart ; and each foft Wi/h, 
Is whiten’d, in its Rifing. 
Feffid. Let th Feet, 
Swifter than Eagles, (Thou art fam’d for Speed, 
And ve Every Race, of Love, and Virtue) 
Let thy befriending Feet, make Hafte, and fave him ! 
Fonath. Alas! Thou heardft thé twice-renew’d 
Command, _ 
The Father, and the King—have fix’d me, sere. 
Felfid. Go—there is nothing in this World, but 





Wrongs. -- 


Oh, Feffida! deceiv’d, unhappy, fide § 

Since He is Falfe, there ne’et was Truth, in Maza. 

Cruel ! what Hours haft thou not wifh’d away, 

To urge this Trial, of a Faith, thou hadft nor ?. 

- Oh, that I cou’d diveft me of. thy Sex, 
And, borrowing a delufive Form, like Thine, 

Fly, to the Wilds of Iduma’s Hills, 

And hide me,’ among Rocks, more foft than Man. 
yeni Peace to thy gentle Breaft ! Terror’s falfe 

‘orms 


Difturb that downy Seat of Love and Joy: 
Teach my tormented Thought to ftart fome Hope 
‘Timély to fave, Thy Brother, and My Friend.” 
Yet, hun to difobey my jealdus Father. , 
Fefid. Father, atid Friend; and Brother! All, are. 
now, ; 
Shadows of Empty Sound—and vain Deceivers. 
Ah ! why was our Obfcure, unbufied, Life, 
Thus painfully, exchang’d, for proud Diftindion ‘ 
Till the falfe Glories of a Court unblefs’d us, 
Hours.after Hours, Years after Years, {mil’d on, 
And, Every Hour, and Every Year, was Happy ! 
Quiet, and Truth, and Peace, and Plenty, found 


us, EE 
Converfe; and Mufick, Mirth, and Thought, and 
Freedom, , 
Lighten’d our Leifure, and made Time feem /horter, 
Life was, then, Lovely, without Eminence, 
Now, in it’s Emirience, ’tis all unlovely. 
Fonath. Why doft thou wafte thy Cares, in fruir- 
lefs Grief, — 
When thou fhou’dft lend thy Thoughts, to aid my 
Meaning ? 
Feffid. Cold, and ungrateful! Now Thy fim- 
mon’d Soul 
Shou’d rufh, to Act the Duties of a Friend, 
Thou, with a wily State/man’s feeble Craft, 
Find’{tout new S.alvo’s, for reluctant Will ; 
And, while my David pies, form’{t Schemes, to 
SAVE him. ; 
Lend me a Guard, Difguife me into Man, | 
Jf Woman’s Truth confifts with That Refemblance, 
I will, myfelf, “go warz him—one Short Hour 
Suffices, and I fave him. 
Fonath. Not, for the World ! 


Alas! thou knowft not, that, beneath yon Moun-— 


tain 
Elon, the fierce Philiftine, {preads his Camp ; 
There, intercepting thy too Slow. Advance, . 
He blafts my Hopes in Life, and thy dear Purpofe. 








Printed for T. Cooper, at the Globe in Pater-nofter Row : Where Letters to the AUTHOR are 
taken in. And where the former Nembers may be had. [ Prite Twvo=Pence.] 
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